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"We shall be 
But closer linked, two creatures whom the earth 
Bears singly, with strange feelings unrevealed 
But to each other." 

— Browning. 
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A STORY OF LOVE. 



"All ye that pass along Love's trodden way, 
Pause ye awhile." 
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NOSTRO AMORI. 
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"Minucntur atrae 
Carmine curae." 

— Horatius. 
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PREFACE. 



TN the following pages I have endeavoured to 
depict the feelings and thoughts of one to 
whom Life has shone with a lustre not all its 
own, but rather Love's than Life's. I have en- 
deavoured to depict one for whom the cup of life 
had been filled to the brim, and filled with the 
nectar of Love ; for whom the odour of that wine 
had arisen from the bowl, and whose lips had 
tasted something of its sweemess and known some- 
thing of its divine effects. But I have depicted one 
from whose hand that cup had been ruthlessly 
dashed, and whose only consolation was that the 
wine so cruelly spilt, the wine now vanished, 
sucked in by the ground at one's feet, was yet not 
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( viii ) 

destroyed, nor could ever be destroyed. These, 
then, are the compositions, not of one disappointed 
in love, nor again of one whose love had been 
snatched away by the hand of Death, but of one 
who knows the love to still exist though its object 
is separated from him and for ever. 

Yet herein — as in all love — rings the echo sounded 
by him whose death-song to his departed friend has 
been his passport to fame and honour, 

" 'Tis better to have loved and lost 
Than never to have loved at all." 

As a monument to that love these pages are written, 
a monument erected over its tomb. And the Resur- 
rection is not yet. 

The quotation on the title-page will be recognised 
as that by Mr. D. G. Rossetti of the. lines of 
Dante — 

" O voi, che per la via d'Amor passatc 
Attendete, e guardate/* 
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(I may here add the next line, though the title-page 
does not bear its translation) 

*' Segli h dolore alcnn, qnanto il mio, grave." 

It will be seen that the notes of some of the pieces 
in **Love Dead" are, so to speak, in a different 
key to the rest, notably the **Sea Song" and the 
** £tude en R^ste." I have inserted them as other 
lights from the same truth, as other reflections in 
the same mirror. If they destroy the prevalent tone 
of the whole picture, it is done with a purpose ; for 
as there is no rose without its thorn, so there is no 
sorrow without its joy. 

August 1885. 
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ERRATA. 

Pc^e xiv., line 2, for ^^ know; " read ** know.'' 
Pa^e 36, line q, for ** dead " r^rf *' fled.*' 
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Lot I the man fulfilled of sin and shame, 

Blacker and deeper than a man should know ; 

Who would he perfect when he chanced to go 
Among a people timid, tied, and tame. 
Lot such am I: yet still forbear to blame 

One who hath sunk within the mire so ; 

For I was e^en as they till soft and slow 
The rushing wind swept by of Lovers strot^ flame. 
For, other gods rww banished^ yet remain 

Nature and Art and Love — these sacred three, 
Holy be they, and blest the names thereof; 
Though Nature's self be cruel, full of pain, 

And Art but handmaid of a mystery. 

Yet Love is always perfect : — God is Love. 
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II. 



Lo I such am I;— yet still forbear to blame, 

I did but grow as do the lilies grow 

In innocence, until I came to know 
The swift on-coming of Lovers sacred fiame. 
From endless time the tale hath been the same 

Een though Mankind would not have willed it so : — 

And now I speak my thoughts of long ago, 
Fulfilled of sin and justified of shame. 
For Man should be a giant in his strength. 

Fighting with such strong might as the gods onu gave, 
And battling ever in the way with wrong. 
Such the plain tale to which I come at length ; 

Yet now tJje while men*s patience I would crave 
While I re-tell past weakness in Love's song. 
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DEDICATORY SONNET. 
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* This song shall be thy rose." . 

-Sbelley. 
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TO BERTHA. 

Bertha ! I am not fit that thou shouldst care 

For these few flowers I cast now at thy feet ; 

They are not fit that thou shouldst wear them, 
sweet. 

Nor place — a gift of mine — within thy hair. 

Bertha ! thou knowest how completely fair 

Thy love is, that I dare not e'en entreat 

Thy soul for mine — though thou, I know, wouldst 
greet 
My love, and meet it with a love more rare. 
Bertha I of all thy love I cannot sing, 
For I am sad and weary, worn and weak. 
And if I sing I shaH bring back my tears ; 
Yet even now these blossoms I may fling 
Adown, and yet Some words of homage speak — 
Yea I e'en retell the passion of past years. 
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THE OFFERING. 

Bertha I all worthy of thy weight in gold, 
Than whom upon this earth none is more sweet 

To me — no gift within my hands I hold 
But I would place it, Bertha, at thy feet. 

Bertha, who through all years alone wast true i 
Whose silent love is greatest unexpressed ; 

Bertha, who thrill'st my spirit through and through 
With my soul's homage and my heart's unrest ; 

My hands, my heart, my life would bring thee this — 
This wreath of chance-cut flowers that now I bring. 

These, haply, thou may'st, loving, turn and kiss, 
Careless of who to thee these flowers may fling. 

Yea ! haply thou may'st turn, and, seeing, sigh 

For him who brought thee these glad gifts to 
wear; 
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And he, half-knowing, yet shall linger nigh, 
And as he lingers thy short sighing hear, 

And catch thee. Bertha, as thou falVst to earthy 
Thy mute confession thus all plainly known ; 

And straightway Love shall in his latest birth 
Proclaim thee. Bertha sweetest, as his own. 
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LOVE. 

HoXXai 9n}T0t<rt, lua itfoyarouri. 

Love is a golden cup of liquid fire — 
A jewelled chalice filled with purple wine 
Poured from the high God's wine-press crystalline 

Which angels tread robed in their white attire. 

Love is a liquid which the Almighty Sire 
Holds to our lips when we at length repine 
Against the world's way : — then its strength divine 

Takes us and leads us onward still and higher. 

Love is God's hand which lifts for us the cup 

Filled with the wine which in high Heayen was 
made 

From the same wine-press which the Saviour 
trod. 

Love is the Will which makes Him hold it up, — 

Love is the Heart which that same Will obeyed, — 

Love, in one golden sentence, — Love is God. 
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ROUNDEL. 



Nothing so sweet in all the world there is 
Than this — to stand apart in Love's retreat 

And gaze at Love. There is as that, ywis, 
Nothing so sweet. 

Yet surely God hath placed before our feet 
Some sweeter sweetness and completer bliss, 
And something that shall prove more truly meet. 

Soothly I know not -.—when the live lips kiss 
There is no more that our prayers shall entreat 

Save only Death. Perhaps there is as this 
Nothing so sweet. 
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THE TRYSTING-TREE. 

Meet me, love, where the woodbines grow 
And where the wild-rose smells most sweet, 
And the breezes, as they softliest blow, 
Meet; 

Passing along through the field of wheat. 

By the hedge where in spring the violets glow, 

And the blue-bells blossom around one's feet ; 

Where latest lingers the drifted snow, 
And the fir-tree grows o'er our trysting-seat, 
Come — and your love, as long ago, 
Meet. 
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THE TRYSTING-TREE, 



Love ! is it thou that waitest where thou art, 

Or is it that my longing waiteth thee, 

Transcending bonds of Time while thou from me 
Art kept by some delaying thus apart ? 
Why is it that at every sound I start, 

Seeking to hear thy footsteps by the tree ? 

Why is it that all else away doth flee 
Of thought or fancy while thou from my heart 
Art parted ? Sooth the reason I may know. 

Seeing the reason thus so plainly set 
And my whole being all perturbed so. 

It is a passion that I may not let 
Alone — nor even could I this forget 

When thy delaying brings me so great woe. 
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THE TRYSTING-TREE. 



I CANNOT rest : — it were but vain to try 
While thou delayest Oh, long wished for, come. 
Surely no toil delays thee from thy home, — 

Surely thou knowest I must wonder why. 

Oh, come more quickly, love, that so may I 

See thee and welcome thee, and so may some 

Have peace whom peace thou erewhile tookest 
from — 

Or I shall, half-distracted, theeward fly. 

Come, there is nought to keep thee now away 

From where thy promise owes thee: come and see 
And know that it is true which now I say ; 

For I am sad that thou shouldst keep from me 
When all the memory of former dajrs 
Had brought thee quicker than the morning's rays. 
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THE TRYSTING'TREE. 

UL 

Oh, thou delayest, and I know not why ! 

Oh, thou art cruel ! yet I dare not blame 

Thee or thy absence ! Twere indeed a shame 
That I should blame thee who art surely nigh. 
Oh, that my wish could fetch thee, so would I 

But wish and wish until thy footstep came, 

But now to all my wishing comes the same 
Sad silence of thy absence, and I sigh. 
Oh, come ! Thou canst not be so wholly now 

Forgetful of thy promise thus to be 
Away from me, regardless of thy vow 

That thou wouldst grant me thy sweet compai^. 
Yea ! as I sit and wait I wonder how 

It is that thou canst be so hard to me. 
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THE TRYSTING-TREE. 
IV. 

Peace ! Through the silence comes at last a stir, 

And there's a rustle in the long-grown grass ; 

And as I look I see a figure pass 
Along the wood and past the oldest fir. 
Yes ! there she comes, my joy's own harbinger — 

And comes towards me, and a wild wood-mass 

Of flowers arc gathered on her, though, alas ! 
They all must fade and die ere Midsummer. 
Peace I for she stands before me, by my side. 

And all forgotten are the former fears 
While thus she stands and greets with eyes set wide, 

Seeking the cause of all these half-hid tears, 
Which, yet half-born, had at her coming died 

Through love for her who all my life endears. 
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LOVE PARTED. 
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A SONG OF SEPARATION. 

Could we but meet where seas divide, 

Could we but reach the distant shore, 

And know our love as heretofore, 
And each embracing each abide ; 
Could we as flitting sea-birds ride 

Above the storm-wrack's deafening roar, 

And peacefully for evermore 
Upon the storm-waves silent glide. 
Each from his home and halfway met. — 

Ay ! then there were no need of change. 
No need for heaven or earth's regret, 

No need for this last pang of grief; 

But we had found our heart's relief. 
And side by side would ever range. 
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PARTING. 



** Since there's no help, come let us kiss and part." 

— Michael Drayton. 



Go 1 none may hear my mute reply, 
Nor what I now would say shall know ; 
Yea 1 though I £un would keep thee nigh — 
Go! 

When Death shall bring Life's overthrow, 

And thou and I, far parted, lie, 

No sign shall tell what I could show. 

Yet a few long years of agony 
Ere Death's strong hand shall lay us low ; 
Yet — though thou know'st not if I die — 
Go! 
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Go I with no sign or token shown, 
But merely one mute parting — so 
Alone and leaving me alone, 
Go! 

What though I wander to and fro, 
And wonder oft where thou art flown, 
None yet shall cheer me, friend or foe. 

Yea ! I will wander from my own, 
And wander ever, sad and slow, — 
Eor thou dost part, dost all unknown 
Go! 
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LOVE FORBIDDEN. 

** Take hands, and part with laughter; 
Touch lips, and part with tears ; 
Once more, and no hereafter. 
Whatever comes with years." 

— Swinburne. 

Long ago, men said, 

Long ago, 
In the days long fled 

Love was so. 
It is dead, long dead. 

Long ago. 

Some day, we hear, 

Some day. 
In some far-off year, 

They say, 
We shall conquer fear 

Some day. 
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Yet awhile, th6y say, 

Yet awhile. 
On our lips shall play 

Love's smile ; 
Fear shall fly far away 

Yet awhile. 

To weep, is it not? 

To weep, 
Ere we seek some spot 

For sleep, — 
It is all men's lot 

To weep. 

To die— with the blast 

To die ; 
In the grave — ^life past — 

To lie ; 
'Tis sweetest, at last. 

To die. 
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Sleep ! nor remember all the cares that weigh 
Upon thee, nor the wounds that rankle deep 
Within thy breast ; but now at close of day ' 
Sleep! 

Sooth in good time to-morrow's dawn shall peep 
Over the mountains with her reddening ray, 
And thou shalt wake again and wake to weep. 

Now while the shades of night around thee lay, 
Death's golden counterfeit upon thee keep ; 
Too soon to-morrow's dawn shall drive away 
Sleep ! 
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LOVERS CHAMBER. 

The docks have sounded the midnight hour, 
Time on its night-path onward creeps ; 

I start alone from my lonely tower — 
The dty sleeps. 

Night deepens : peace is o'er the town, 
The noise has died with the waning light ; 

The stars above make a golden crown : — 
No moon to-night. 

There is her chamber, and I stand 
Beneath the while she sleeps above : — 

Her heart is resting in slumber-land, 
With God her love. 
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PARTING FOR EVER. 

** Only in dreams my love comes back 
And fills my soul with joy divine, 
Only in dreams I feel thy heart 
Once more beat close to mine*" 

— »^. P. Bigelow, 

" Come, love, — ^yet still longer 
Stand beside my feet ; 
Wait till hate be stronger, 
Breath of love less sweet. 
We must part— I know it — 
Part before the day : 
Thou who lov'st me, show it 
Ere I pass away. 
We have loved, yea ! strongly — 
Loved as lovers should : 
Have we loved then wrongly 
Loving as we would? 
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Though thy hand is plighted, 
Though my lot is set ; 
Though they thus are slighted 
Whom we half-forget ; 
Stand awhile before me, 
Meeting gaze by gaze, 
Ere the past steals o'er me, 
Ere we part our ways. 
In the days to follow 
Wilt thou e'er recall, 
How adown the hollow 
Glen behind the hall, 
Thus we stood ere parting, 
Nevermore to meet, 
While the tears were starting 
To thy eyelids, sweet? 
Wilt thou e'er remember, 
How the March-wind drear 
Seemed like keen December, 
Though the spring was near? 
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Wilt thou know I loved thee 

As none other can, 

Though thou ne'er hadst proved me 

As man proveth man ? 

Shall the years unite us, 

Sweetest, once again? ' 

Shall the Death-God smite us 

While apart remain 

Our twin-loves ; or smiting 

Join our loves at last, 

As an angel lighting 

Us, when Life is past, 

To a heaven where thou, love, 

Evermore should'st be — 

Nay I I know not how, love, — 

Simply joined to me ? 



We must part 1 — none other 
Word remains but this. 
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Far from one another 

Now our pathway is. 

We shall meet, nay I never 

As we meet here now : 

We must part for ever, 

Though I know not how. 

While each hand in thine, love, 

Thus is locked the while, 

Why should'st thou repine, love, 

Why should every smile 

Die as thou would'st raise it, 

Dying in a tear, 

Though thy will delays it, 

On thy eyelid, dear ! 

We must part ! But yet, love, 

Here the while we stay. 

Strive we to forget, love, 

How the dawn brings day. 

Knowing yet but dimly 

What it is to part, 
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When the morning grimly 
Teareth heart from heart 



Yes ! the clouds are breaking, 
Yes! the sky calls*' Day!" 
All the world is waking ; 
I must up, away ! 

*' Love ! " . . . But Morning peeping 
Through his window wide, 
Saw the lover sleeping — 
Saw him how he sighed ; 
Through the dreamland roving 
He had met her yet, 
Whom he once, though loving^ 
Yet would fain forget; 
Forced to part for ever, 
Meeting never, never — 
Save when thus they met. 
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APRES TANT DE yOURS. 

I. 

The Question. 

' Has the old love died ? " so asks the violet 
And the young eaglet in the eventide, 
Seeing the sun in prismal colours set — 
«• Has the old love died?" 

So now I ask thee with arms open wide, 
Peering awhile within thine eyes of jet, 
Longing to clasp and draw thee to my side. 

With heart a-breaking and with eyes all wet, 
Oh thou who long ere this hadst been my bride- 

When I do ask, wilt thou reply, ** Not yet 
Has the old love died"?— 
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APRES TANT DE yOURS, 

IL 

The Answer. 

*' Has the old love died?" thou askest, and I tet 
No tear fall down which had my word$ belied, 
Seeking the while the question to forget— 
** Has the old love died?" 

Not when the sun the western hiUs had dyed 
With purple and the skies ablazing set, 
For flower or eaglet does his love subside. 

Rather when in the mom the dews are wet, 
And he comes back to glad the mountain side, 

He then replies as I reply — "Not yet 
Has the old love died ! " 
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" The funeral note 
Of Love deep-buried without resurrection 
In the grave of Possession." 

— Byron. 
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LOVE DEAD. 

" Ex amore fit vita." 

Past is our dream of love, 
Love's lamp's a-dying. 

All that we murmured of, 
Ere day, is flying. 

High is the sun above — 
Love's light defying. 

Passed is our dream of bliss, 
Love's bark lies rotten ; 

All that we hoped for is 
All but forgotten ; 

Yet from the past ywis 
New life's begotten. 
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Love had been languishing 

Sooner or later ; 
Hate would his arrow fling 

Swifter and straighter : — 
Now life from Love doth spring 

Sweeter and greater. 

Love springs among the dead 

Nothing is meeter ; 
Love springs when Love is dead 

Stronger and sweeter : — 
Life then, on Love's life fed, 

Shall grow completer. 
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THE TRYSTINO-TREE, 

I STAND alone by the trysting-tree, 
Watching the leaves fall one by one : 

The cold winds whistle across the lea — 
Summer is gone. 

Here we met in the days long fled 
Stealing away from our distant home : 

Now our love, like the world, is dead- 
Winter is come. 

Dead is the light that lived in my eyes, 
Buried deep are the words we said : 

Cold and cheerless my pathway lies — 
For Love is dead. 
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ROUNDEL. 

As a dream long past is the time when first 
We lingered together adown the stream, 
And thy own fate upon mine had burst 
As a dream. 

Memories start from the past and seem 
Like an echoed sound of the notes which erst 
Were heard when Peace reigned here supreme. 

Now when to-day makes the past accursed, 
The soul replies with stifled scream, 
"Love, laughter, and life have been dispersed 
As a dream." 
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SEA SONG. 
Haste along ! 

What are women, and priests, and heaven, and hell 
To us as we bound o*er the purple sea ? 
What is life, what is death, or the secret of breath, 
Or the life of the soul, or where dead souls dwell, 
Brother and comrade, to you and to me ? — 
0*er the wide sea*s waste 
As we haste along to the sea-birds' song — 
As we haste ! 

Sail along ! 

There are stars still in heaven, there is beauty on earth. 

And there's life and there's light on the purple sea ! 

What is life, what is love but the shadow thereof? — 

Ah, happy the day that brought new birth,' 

Brother and comrade, to you and to me 1 

Joy shall not fail 

If we sail along to the sea-birds' song. 

As we sail ! 
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irUDE EN REALISTE, 

In August. 

(A un jeune homme.) 

" As I lay with my head in your lap, camerado, 

The confession I made I resume ; what I said to you and 

the open air I resume." 

—Walt fnntman. 

There was whisper and word of sadness 
As we sat and talked of the past ; — 

You, of my young love's madness ; 
I, of the love that would last ; 

But it turned to a tone of gladness 
As we watched the day die fast. 

For the evening sun was setting 
Behind the silent tower, 
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Ais we siat, the past forgetting 
In the glories that came that hour. 

(The swallows and bats were flying 
Around us in our bower.) 

For the evening light was waning, 
Day dying with changing scene ; 

Gold into crimson changing, 
Crimson to purple-green. 

(And the evening mist was rising 
Down there among the treen.) 

We talked of the past and the future, 
Of the present and all things done. 

Till our thoughts were mingled strangely 
With the life of the setting sun : — 

(So we sat and watched the twilight 
Till even the twilight was gone.) 

And that ? Was it summer's lightoing 
That flashed on us sitting there — 
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That tower for a moment brightening 
With the flash of its golden glare ? 

May be : — ^but I only knew 
I was sitting by your chair. 

Your arm round me was twining, 
My hand touched your golden hair, 

As we sat there still reclining 
Though chilly grew the air — 

Till every thought had left me 
But the thought that you were there. 

Till last on my knees you were sitting, 
And our lips had grown more near ; 

Till thinking of days that were flitting 
I murmured this song in your ear, 

Which I wrote to some music fitting : — 
(You did not notice the tear). 

For you and I were to part 
With the dawn of the next day's light ; 
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Did you wonder that in my heart 
Sad thoughts should arise that night — 

When you seemed a part of my soul. 
And the part that was blessed and bright ? 



PARTING, 

" Combien que le depart soit dur 
Si fault-il que je m'en esloigne." 

^Frtutfois Villon, 

(To E.) 

" For a few short hours let us part. 
Greeting is sweeter : 
Tears may arise in the heart, — 
Nothing is meeter. 
Winter by coming makes summer completer. 

For a few long days alone, 

We must live unmated. 
Nobly, when tears are gone. 

We shall have waited : — 
Yet haply to live apart we two were fated. 

For a few more months at the most, 
Parting in sadness — 
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Each one to the other lost 

Through a moment's madness, — 
We shall meet again at the last with fresh wrought gladness. 

Take then a heart's farewell, 

Nor longer linger ; 
Apart thy soul must dwell, 

Apart I will sing her — 
My song shall waft her along and homeward bring her. 

So as the months roll on 

Whie we are parted. 
Thou wilt think of the days that are gone, 

Not all light-hearted ; 
But remember awhile the love that through my heart darted. 

Ah, no I thou canst but forget 

What thou art to me 1 
Thou wiltst but forget it— and yet 

Thou canst but see 
How my soul was lit up with love when I first saw thee." 



The sounds of the singing had gone, 

Yet palely the lightning flared : 
But still we sat there alone 

And our thoughts with each other's shared, 
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Till the lightning no longer shone — 
Till the moon through our window glared. 

What made you kiss me then, 

Brother and friend as thou art ? 
Ah ! I kissed you back again. 

And forgot what it was to part 
(Through the silence we all but heard 

The pulses in either heart). 

And in after days it seemed 

As though this were lethal bliss — 

In a dream of the day to have dreamed 
And woken and found out this, 

That the spell of all grief is broken 
When grief binds our lips with a kiss. 
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THE LAST ECHO. 

As in the woods I lay 

Thinking of Love's swift way, 
Methought of an ancient echo which there did dwell. 

And the fancy came, ** Shall I 

Thy magic province try, 
And ask thee of my love if all is well ? " 

Obedient to the task. 

She answered from her mask— 

"Ask." 

•* Last year was sweet," I said, 

** But now my love has fled : — 
Wliich is the better, to possess or lose? 

Which were the happiest lot. 

To love or to love not — 
Last year or this year's fate, which shall I choose ? " 
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I heard her answer clear 
Ringing within my ear — 

" Last year." 

** And is all well then now 
That we should part and bow 

To give up love when love was wholly blest ? 
I wonder if it be 
Better for her and me, 

And if now all is well, and this is best?" 
And from the far off dell 
On my ear the answer fell — 

** All is well." 
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POEMA PROPEMPTICON. 

Berthje, 

A people's praise I cannot win. — Is thine 
Withholden also from these few weak lays 
Which show they wish not, in one single line, 
A people's praise ? 

Sooth I had wished above men's heads to raise 

A banner far-outstretching, half-divine, 

And bringing comfort to their care-worn ways. 

Yet thou hast lived thy life and I lived mine. — 
Perhaps for this, in the dark after-days. 
Around our brows for garlands men may twine 
A people's praise. 
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POEMA PROPEMPTICON. 
Lectori. 

Friend ! have you time to read, 

'Midst the cares of time, 
When the world has run mad for greed, 

A volume of rhyme ? 

Friend ! while you pause to drink 

Of the wine thereof, 
Is this no more, do you think, 

Than a fable of love ? 

Friend ! have you known that love 

Can kill like a knife ? 
Do you guess as you read hereof 

That you read of a life ? 
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FOUR SEASONS. 
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* I parted with my love on Petrarch's day, 
And as I left her, this same music came 
And rang within my ears." 
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FOUR SEASONS. 



Once in the summer weather, 

When the roses smelt most sweety 
Sometimes we sat together, 

Sometimes our lips would meet ; 
Or we walked adown the meadows, 

Till^ shaded from summer heat, 
We sat and watched the shadows — 

(But I sat at your feet). 

But now we two are parted. 
And now they find me alone ; 

I sit there half broken-hearted, 
And think of the days that are gone. 



Digitized by 



Google 



( 54 ) 

I think of the days that have left us, 
When Love on our two lives shone, — 

Of all of which Time has bereft us, 
Though we were united as one. 

But now that we two are parted. 

When freshly comes summer heat, 
You will think how our fierce hearts smarted 

With the Love which no more should beat. 
You v^dll think of the tears that started 

From our eyes, — and then grant me, sweet, 
Sometimes in summer weather, 
Sometimes we shall sit together. 

Sometimes our lips shall meet. 



And once in the autumn weather 
When the leaves began to fall, 

Sometimes we sat together — 
(We heard the wild-fowl's call). 
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We watched the autumn weather, 
The driving rain and the sleet, 

And sometimes, sitting together. 
Sometimes our lips would meet. 



But now we two are parted. 

And now our lives are twain : — 
We shall watch no more light-hearted 

The sleet and the driving rain. 
Only when we are divided 

The sound will bring back fresh pain, 
And the passion that long has subsided 

Will arise and torment us again. 



Yet now that we two are parted. 
And now that no more we greet 

As before, when our loves light-hearted 
Met (but I sat at your feet), 
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You will think then of tears that started 
From our eyes : — and then grant me, sweet, 

Sometimes in autumn weather. 

Sometimes we shall sit together, ' 
Sometimes our lips shall meet. 



m. 

And once in the winter weather 

We sat by the blazing hearth — 
We sat, we two together 

(Such heaven a lover hath). 
We watched the winter weather 

While the pine log blazed at our feet. 
And sometimes, sitting together. 

Sometimes our lips would meet. 



But now we two are parted. 
And I watch where the snow falls cold, 
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Alone, and half frozen-hearted, 
Alone (but my love is told). 

I watch where the white drifts thicken, 
And the clouds pass by as of old, 

And I wonder if Love shall quicken 
Love finer than much fined gold. 



Ah ! now that we two are parted, 

I would fain anew entreat 
This (for our fierce hearts smarted 

With one same Love, which should beat 
No more e'en though hot tears started 

From our eyes) — Ay ! grant me, sweet. 
Sometimes in winter weather. 
Sometimes we shall sit together, 

Sometimes our lips shall meet. 
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IV. 

And once in the fair spring weather 

We watched where the primrose grew, 
Sweetest, and sitting together 

We spoke of the love which we knew. 
We watched in the fair spring weather 

How the bluebell swayed at our feet, 
And sometimes sitting together, 

Sometimes our lips would meet. 



But now we two are parted, 
And unwatched the primrose grows, 

Unwatched the violet has started 
Up from the ground and blows. 

Unwatched with the bluebell swaying. 

And the snowdrop that burst through the 
snows — 

(I know what the wild flowers are saying, 

I know that the bluebell knows). 
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Yet now that we two are parted, 

And the woods are no more our seat ; 
By the love that in our hearts smarted. 

By the love that no more should beat, 
By the love of the broken-hearted, 

I beseech thee to grant me, sweet, 
In summer and autumn weather. 
In winter and fair spring weather. 
Sometimes we shall sit together, 

Sometimes our lips shall meet. 
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